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Tua chus infoſts th'ungrateful Song of Earth! 


F all the Torments, Cates and Plagues "_ wait 
On the laborious Drudg'ry of Stat; 


O Of all the various Croſſes that ſtill iraze 


The Wretch, who toils to give a Nation Eaſe; 9 


No greater Qurſe too partial Fate has ſent, 
Than the falſe Gries of envious Diſcontent. 


Tho ſtill aſſiduous for his Country's Good, 

He flies ev n common Joys, and needful Food; 

Tho! Sleep's a Stranger to his longing Eyes, 
Which anxious Fear and reſtleſs Thought ſupplies; 
Tho':thouſand: Dangers throng his che Way, 

Thick as the rolling Waves that croud the 8ea; 


And tho thro all he ſteers his ſteady Courſe, - 


Baffles'th'impetuous Torrent's bead. Pag — 
Risks the wild Rout, unaided, and alone, 


Andi for each Peaſant's Safety ſtakes his own. 
Still, ſtill, hard Lot]! he hourly feels abe Bite | 


Of ranc'rous Malice, Calunmy and Spite: 
Th'ungrateful Worm, preſerv 9 by —ů Ab c 
Attempts to ſting its kr ring Patron's Heart; ; 

And y Parties bid their Fury riſ ce 

him that ſaves their Liberties und Lives.” 
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gracious Heav:n;. has chile Monſter Birth, 
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3 | 25 Say, from what Vice this cauſeleſs Murm ring ſprings, 


The certain Lot of Miniſters and Kings? 


Shan 


Nor brooks a Pow ' OA to its own: 
Parent of Diſcord, Tumult, Feud and Strife, 
30 Foe to all Honour, Bane of ſocial Life: 
Reſtleſs, Ambitious, Inſolent, and Vain, 
( The Wretches Glory, but the Great's Diſdain. 
\ Or from th important Bubble, Self. conceit; 
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\ 35 That flatt'ring Picture that deludes vain Eyes; 
| That faithleſs Mirror, where the Fool ſeems wiſe. 


* 


% Thou belpleß, ign rant Steward to the Crown: 
s it for thee, thou blund' ring Lump of Pride, 


40 © A Nation's various Policies to guide? 


© Soon ſhalt thou learn to fave, and pleaſe the Land; 
Soon ſhalt thou ſee Succeſs my Labours crown, 
- « And thy repeated Errors conſcious onn 
45 12 blind . 
Io covet Evils, and forſake Content: 
Fed-with vain Hopes, how many purchaſe woe! 
: How few, alas! their real Int reſt know. 
ö Shou dſt thou, vain TLullus, all thy Withes ſate, 
j 50 And ſeize with giddy Hands the Reins of State; 
. When Faction dire, with all their horrid Train, 
Prey on thy Eaſe, and rack thy tortur d Brain; 
| When all dang' rous Sands and Shelves appear, 
| Thro which, with cautious Conduct thou muſt ſteer: 
| 55 How will thy Soul, with Terror and * 
q Start at the dreadful, the diſtracting Sight 4 
| | Then, then, too late, thou' lt curſe, Rod Deſpair, 
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Th'ambitious Thoughts that made thee gralp < Cure, 
And barter ey ry ſweet and happy Hour, >: | 
60 Forte ſure Pain and Miſery. of Pow: 1 —— 11 A 


Stern Turn thus, when aha Pala gs, 
Tore the gay Trophy from his bleeding Side, 
With vaunting Wrath, and unrelenting Pride. 
But when the fatal Price Zu view dy 
6 5 And claim'd — for dal , 


0 Le 


That Scale that gives each Coxcomb's Actions Weight; 


CJ 
* 


From Spite ; proud Spite, that ſquints upon the Throne, 


Full fraught with this, poor Lullus cries, © Come down, 


9 Quit, quit the Reins. From my more ſteady Hand, 


He. 


2. 4 


E 
Hecum d the Hour Evander's Son was ſlain, | 


And{wiſh'd. the gligring Spoil utitouch'd bad mY 
Or that err r= liv'd: again/” l: * * 


295 201 Sas „ 


50 And ecchoing H- 5, Ne, rbey art,” replies, 
While (cures Taunt both "ow and Sends oye 


Are not our Fleets already on the 5 
The diſtant Terror of inſulti ng Spain 9. 
Is there no Time; no Diligence; no Cate 
(75 Requir d to raiſe thoſe:glotious Bulks of War? 
5 Is it worth nothing to — ſuch a Guard? 
Or is it nothingto-be-thus/prepar'd? © - to 
Can we dire& what Winds our Sails ſhall fa ? 
Can we, if Heaven's gainſt us, freer at Will? 
80 Or when, with'fav'ring Gales, we've made © our Way 
From fam'd St. Helen's to as fam d Torbay; © 
Ought we, prefumptuous Thought! but once  onplain, 
It Fate CORINNE our Vetics back rt” WA 


Are theſe Things jo? —_ l manner -==== cries; 5 


N ITS ee Foes china 
85 And has no Check their forward Courage a 
Have we, quite leſt to Glory, ſoundly ſlept? 
Have all our Pow rs 4 drowſy Sabbath kept? 
Have they all {lighted Empire and Renown; - 
Bemus'd at Home, or ſunk in foreign Down? 
go Why theſe Rejoicings ? - - this — $ Sound, 
Whole Undulation ſwells alf a round? 
Why to the brazen Trump of ſpreading Pam, 
Does tv'ry Briton eccho fan ume 
Has, Porto Bellb, and has CBagre fell, no! 07 5 e 
95 And pet, ungratefil Men! Is nothing well? 
Or dare you baſely, after this, cry on, 
6e So thany Millions Hu, you RP dont * 
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= Britain * 70 o ſuch, a alas Degrie;'!. | 2 04 1 
France and Spain muſt limit her the Sea p. 


100 be, i Fame ropares ber, fallin ſo low; - - © | 
0 She, who was once ſo great and gloriousꝰ Ne. Þ f 
Already to its: Coſt proud Spain has prov d, * 
She's le unqugſtion d Monarch of. the: | Abad. e$1 


Already felt her-fierce, all- Conqu ring Fire, 112 


105 And aum de ar her 'vengeful Ire. 
| B | And 
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And France, prefamptuous France, too oon ſball know, 
What Britons, juſtly mov d to Wrath, can do; 

While the a — judging Univerſe ſhall ee; | 

Our Hands and Hearts are reſolute and free. 


Curſe. on the Man, -whoſe poiſon'd Soul would blaſt 
His Country's Quiet for his on Repaſt: 
Who ſnarls at all things he's too weak to mend, 
And rallies Schemes he cannot 
Who fill'd with Notions of he rr 
Deems it his Duty to revile the Great. 
Like the baſe Hound, who, full of native Spite, 27 


Barks at the ſilver Moon's refulgent Light, 
Cauſe he's ſo vilely mean, ſhe ſo 4 bright. 


When, fay who can, his Virtue been impaird? 
When has it tail'd to meet its due Regard | af 3 


Who eer to ſully real Merit ſtrove? 


Or rob a brave Man of his Cano Low? 


Fa bas nobly well his Duty done 
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Of all theſe Bl 


And Britain owns him for a Worth Son. 
Twere baſe and mean, with little co ſoil. 


The juſt Reward of his ſo glorious Toll: _ 
And ?ewere ns baſe and wretched, not to raiſe / 
The grateful Voice, and join the gen ral Praiſe. 
Yet Chagre s riſing Tow n — ſtill have ſtood, 
And Porto Bello menac d ſtill the Flood; | 


| Had not the Prudence, whoſe incefſant Care 


Protects us ſtill alike in Peace or War; 

Full of the Spit of an injur d Land, Ly 
Thus giv'n th'umpoetant politick Command: 
« Go forth, my Son, and Maſter of the Main, 
« Write their — Inſults in the Blood of Spain; 
cc Level their Pride, and bid the Wretches feel 
« Th'extremeſt Wrath of thy avenging Steel; 

« *Till ſcatter d Tow'rs in ſmoking Ruins lie, 

« And daſtard Cries invade the diſtant Sky. 

« With fatal Terrors arm'd, go forth, my Son: 
« This - - - be. this Juſtice to thy Country done.” 


And ſhall we then forget the firſt, beſt Cauſe 


eſlings, — 7 | 


Or ought not ev ry Britzfþ Soul to fay, 
Hail! „ ——— Rs 
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150 Will your uneaſy Spite Ke FE 
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And all your empty Menaces 


(7) 
Will nothing ever drive ye to Deſpair 


Ye hubyry — of Grabftreet, and ? 
Will nothing your malicious Galt a re, 


See War FO # brighter from your Venom rk, J 
See him diſdain your una Lies, 5 
f | 
In conſcious Juſtice cloath'd, your Arts be views, ; | 
Yet calmüy great his eatdid Courſe prinfangs 2 _ þ# 
All Rancour, Party, Pipue, expung Bir Mind; 
Regardlek of himlelF-- < - 6 erve Mankind. 


G0 on, brave Man, and, in thy noble Heart, 
Still Tet thy Country claim the better Part: 
Still, beſt of Patriots, kindly. guard her Cauſe, - 
And ſhield her Right, her Liberties, her Laws: 
So mongſt the Nobleſt ſhalt thou foremoſt ſhine, 
And ev'ry honeſt Briton's Praiſe be thine. 
And when the fatal Day at length ſhall come, 
When thou muſt meet inevitable Doom; 


When thy groſs Part ſhall fink ta mould ring Clay, 
And thy great Soul impatient wing its Way. 


(For even Cato felt the leaden Weight, 
And Brutus crouch'd to unrelenting Fate: L 
Nor can helen he i 
Its mortal Maſter from the 8 A 
In ev'ry grateful Breaft thy all the be 
And thy — Fame to endlef Years ſurvive; 
While this juſt Tribute to thy ſacred Tomb, 
Shall fire the Souls of Ages yet to. come, _ 

« That great Man's Rehques fill this little Urn, 
Who late made England bleft, now makes it mourn, 


« Ah! why to grieve or bleſs us, gracious Heav'n | 
« Was he at all, or way not longer giv'n | 


To Royal GzorGE let er ry Briton ſing, 
Our moſt indulgent Parent, Friend and 
His chief Deli oht - - is fill to nurſe the State ; | 
His re = - - to make tn Bly Good ang Gregts | 1 
His ſole Ambition - - in our Hearts to 
His Pride - - - to eaſe our Cares, and Gall one Taba: 
His Scorn - - - each giddy, carping, factious Knave, 
Fach creeping Tool, and ev'ry Venal Slaye. al 3 
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ee El kn wing unite, 
7; vinidicate. the. Nation's injur d Right ? 
190 Vill ſhe not wait till his Defigns-are - > Ha 
A once t advance bis. Glory „and ber o ms 
« Ves: in dean Gare ke Kah coſt; 
* 5 him Gen rous, Brave, Sincere and * 
15 victorious Arm is known, _.. 
195 FI endless Glory, lives in ev ry Zone 
And Hadrian Paige, yet hot. with Blood, c. can tell, 
i Sword: what Thouſands fell. 
Protected l us, "with ſuch a Guardian Force, 
F rg Don ſhall dare anole} her Cuurſe; 
eance ſhall on Spain be pour d, 
Unleſs, 12 5 nfo ak for ber A Tongs * * 


EV. ” 
£ 


y 49555 + 


